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810 THE DUBLIN PENNY JOURNAL. 

THE REBELLION OF SILKEN THOMAS. 

FBOM THE "HIBERNIAN NIGHTS* ENTERTAINMENTS," IN 



TUB DUBLIN ffNlVEBSITlt MAGAZINE. 

(Continued from our last Number.) 

The preceding sketch of tiie Rebellion of Silken Tho- 
mas, containing the principal Fact* of that extraordinary 
history, wa have given verbatim From the February num- 
ber of the University Magazine. The second portion of 
the narrative in the number for March, has run to such a 
length, however, and without being yet finished, that 
we feel compelled to refer those who may wish for fur- 
ther particulars to the Magazine itself— confining our- 
selves to a mere summary of the events as grouped to- 
gether in this interesting story of Irish rebellion. 

The citizens of Dublin, after considerable resistance, 
having- given the insurgent forces access to the Castle, 
Sir John Talbot lost little time in visiting the dwelling of 
Master Dudley, which he finds empty, Archbishop Alan 
having on that day set sail for England, taking with him 
old Dudley's daughter, the fair Ellen. Talbot, returning 
to his quarters in the greatest distress of mind, is the 
means of saving the Archbishop and his beloved one Irom 
being shipwrecked on the coast. 

" The citizens of Dublin were now less obstinate in re- 
fusing to give the insurgent forces access to the Castle 
through tlieir gates ; and negociations for that purpose 
were again opened. On the evening of the first day of 
the truce th.it succeeded, Sir John Talbot, wrapped in his 
cloak, passed into the city, unobserved among the mul- 
titude that flocked from all quarters with provisions for 
the famished inhabitants, for the poorer classes had alrea- 
dy suffered dreadfully irom hunger. The streets were 
thronged with gaunt crowds, some laughing, some weep- 
ing—mothers and their children, their faces smeared with 
the raw oatmeal which they ravened up from the sack 
mouth, tottering upon the causeways; then the rebel sol- 
diery, flushed with their success, and insolent in their an- 
ticipated triumph, shouting and singing in the streets, and 
the disheartened loyalist, on the Castle walls, replying 
with faint cheers at intervals, and every now and again, 
the sound of a solitary shot against the batteries, begun 
iri Preston'! Inns, fronting the barbican, together made a 
bewildering hubbub, like the m ises in a dream. Talbot 
treaded the intricate throng, with hurrying steps and a 
beating heart. Each pale that passed him seemed like a 
spectre glaring through the twilight ; the confused noises 
that surrounded him fell on his ear like a general lamen- 
tation. When he reached Dudley's-court, doors and win- 
dows were barred, and all was silent as the grave. ' Ah !'-. 
he exclaimed, 'here is an altered household j my poor 
Ellen, this shook will have broken her heart ! .but still, I 
bear her some comfort; she will need it now more. than 
ever;— but, surely, they cannot have left the house !' he 
cried, as the echoes of the heavy knocker died away in 
the silence of the empty court-yard. His heart sunk as 
he listened in vain for any indication of reply; his first 
idea was, that they had perhaps gone to Kilmainham ; but 
this he rejected, unconscious of any reason, and. walked 
with a. quick but unsteady step round to the garden side. 
He clambered over the wall ; the flowers were trampled 
and tangled, and the place did not look like itself, : He 
ran to Ellen Dudley's window • there was no reply but 
the echo. The thought that all had perished- of famine 
then fell upon his soul with the coldness of death ; be 
tore open the window and rushed in. The. chamber was 
empty, the halt was dark and silent— yet, his first fear 
was groundless ; they were all gone ; but he dared not ask 
Iris heart whither, for the presentiment of some undefined 
calamity, admitted nothing but suggestions of horror. He 
opened a door, and passed like a sleepwalker, into, the ^ 
court-yard; then staggered out upon ."the wharf. Here, 
on the shank of a broken anchor, sat an old sejvlpg-mari 
gazing down the river, , : : . "V 

" 'Friend ! where, tell me for mercy sake, are they 
gone ?' cried he, and laid his hand upon the man's shoul- 
der, for toe felt as if he would drop, 

" ' Sonife : % BMnner-i'ow for meal, and some to the 



Bridge foot for sheep,' replied the sailor ; « we are all dis. 
charged now, since the old master was slain at Sal. 
cock.' 

"'But his family— his daughter— where is she ? she 
has gone to the house of some of her father's friends, has 
she not?' 

" ' No, master; she has gone with the Archbishop.' 

" ' With the Archbishop ! what right had the Archbi- 
shop to take her away V Is not Archbishop Alan with 
White in the Castle ?' 

" ' He left the Castle this morning, master, for he fear- 
ed it could not hold out against the rebels, now that they 
have got within the city wall-; and when he came here 
and found the poor young lady almost heartbroken, with 
neither father nor mother, nor any friend to protect her, 
and the household broken up, and she without brother or 
sister :' 

" Speak out, Sir ! speak ! what has Alan dared to do 
with Master Dudley's daughter ?' 

" ' The Archbi»nop has taken young mistress Ellen 
with him ; and right glad any friend of the house ought 
to be to know she is in such holy keeping.' I -hope in 
God's mercy, they will be safe in Bristol before to-mor- 
row night; why, Sir, 1 have been watching them here, 
and praying them a good passage for the last hour and 
better.' As he spoke he pointed down the river, where 
a bark was dimly visible in the twilight, beating out into 
the open bay. 

" ' A boat, a boat !' cried Talbot, casting off his cloak ; 
' we can overtake them, yet! the wind is all against 
them 1 — traitor priest, you shall not rob me, false pre- 
late! I will have her back, though I break thy crosier for 
it!— Ten rose nobles for a boat! call Connor Kelly; 
where is the bouhchal gliasta t — ah ! I am raving. Friend, 
for the love of heaven, help me to get a boat; I will 
give ten pieces of gold to be put on board yonder ship.' 
. " ' They are far beyond the reach of pursuit,' no open 
boat could live in the sea that is now running on the bar. 
The Archbishop's bark, that is a stout vessel of an hun- 
dred tons, will have enough to do to clear the Bulls.' 

"• __ ; __! and she is to be carried off before 

my eyes !— ho, sirrah, is the Archbishop's vessel armed?' 

-■■" ' Better maimed and armed than any other that has 
left the port since the troubles begun ; you may make up 
your mind to let them go where they will this bout, mas- 
ter.' ; 

■"■' Talbot stood for a minute silent, with clenched hands 
and swelling heart, gazing blankly on the receding sail j 
at length he demanded, ' Went she with her Own will ?' 
and then, before the man had time to make an answer, 
burst into exclamations of rage against the Archbishop. 
' She never went with her will ! Alan has forced her off, 
and I swear, if he has, I will be avenged, if he were thrice 
a bishop I — dog priest!' and he shook his clenched hand 
furiously at the distant vessel ; ' I will meet thee yet— I 
will I and if thou hast dared to practice any villainy on 
that pure and innocent lady, that neither sanctuary nor 
altar shall shield thee from the vengeance of a desperate 
man !-— went she with her will ? I say again, sirrah ■' — But 
the man had risen in horror and alarm, and was closing 
the wicket of the court-yard behind him, as Talbot turn- 
ed to repeat the question. Uttering many an exclama- 
tion of furious purport, be paced up and down the. de- 
serted wharfj sometimes stopping mid straining his eyes 
to catch a glimpse of the dim sail; then turning abruptly, 
as if. hie could not bear the sight of it ; and then again 
searching the grey distance to take another last look, 
blank and despairing; but the indistinct outline had melt- 
ed ere long, into the wide misty horizon, and he was left 
alone among the deep shades of evening with the rising 
winds whistling desolately along the unmanned ramparts 
overhead, and sweeping up the bare expanse of the river 
into black and angry tumult at his feet. With a heart 
full of rage and sorrow, fie returned by the water's edgflj 
and re- crossed the bridge as the darknesssof ttie wlgltoiet 
im 

•-.!.'.' The night fell black and stormy, and, as he ra»de back 
to Artane. He pulled up, and, half unconsciously, tunis 
ed his face to the sea, A pale Ufte of light mlrked^*%9 
sweep of tbfr surf, but all beyond wa» dtok-as mfttoigbi, 
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'A wild night for your voyage Ellen dear,' he cried; 
'they had hard hearts that could force you on the sea 
such a night as this ■' As he spoke, a flash suddenly 
broke through the gloom in the offing. He held his 
breath and listened, while the tear trembling on his eye- 
lid was dried up in the absorbing intensity of his gaze : 
he heard nothing but the breakers and the groaning of 
the trees— could it have been tire fire glancing from his 
eyeballs ? — no— there was another flash! and he now 
'jeard plainly over the mingling roar of waves and woods, 
the report of a gun. ' Ttie Archbishop is making signals 
of distress 1' he exclaimed ; ' he is driving ashore — I may 
save her yet!' and, clashing the spurs into his horse's 
flanks, he never drew bridle till he reached Artane — * Up, 
up,' he cried; 'twenty men arm, and follow me— to the 
strands, to the strands— 'bring ropes and tackle, and make 
for the stranded ship;' and, heading seaward, he again 
urged ids horse through brake and furrow at desperate 
speed to the shore. While he descended to the sea, flash 
utter fia»h gave momentary glimpses of the driving wreck, 
as she can's broadside on before the waves; but when the 
sound of his horde's feet was lost at last upon the sands, 
the bark became visible with the light of signals. : Her 
black hull now heaved high against the obscure horizon ; 
and now nothing was to be seen above the weltering seas 
hut the bid a arks, and the torn rigging streaming from the 
stump of her broken mast. Their last gun, fired when 
they were driving within fifty yards of the beach, showed 
the crew, crowding the deck, all ghastly as phantoms in 
the sudden light; and, while the flash was still before 
Talbot's eyes, a shriek rang from the quivering planks, 
and the remnant of mast and tackle went over board as 
she took the ground. The water was shallow to the very 



would be as -weak as the ivy without its sustaining 
oak. 

" While these thoughts passed through her mind, Tal- 
bot did not cease to urge upon her every representation 
that could render them more influential ; so that when at 
last as they approached the end of their journey, he be- 
sought of her to let their hands be joined on the next 
day. she could only reply by entreating of him in return, 
that he would consent to abandon the in»urgfn,t cause, 
and fly with her to Waterford, whence they might make 
their escape to the Continent in safety. 

"'Ellen,' said Talbot, when, with tears and intreaties, 
she had so far stipulated, *■ when I asked you to desert 
your father, you told me that I could not have loved ydu 
as I said I did, had I believed that you would have yield- 
ed to that solicitation. Can you love me, and believe 
that I would thus abandon my honour ? Your father, with 
the last words he ever spoke, besought me to give up the 
cause ; and I vowed in my heart— for, alas, he coulif'tjut 
have heard my answer, had I spoken it -that when I 
could, without dishonour, leave the island, I would. It 
was all he asked, and I promise it to you as to him. I 
have been basely treated ; but although others mayphry 
an ungrateful and font part by me, 1 cannot suffer their 
dishonour to: justify mine. I would, dear Ellen, I was 
free to fly with you; but I cannot, I dare not, Still, even 
as I am, I can afford you protection. ; We may, at least, 
be happy in ourselves : this war cannot last long; we 
must soon either be secure in victory, or free to save our- 
selves as we best can, without scruple. And how, since 
heaven's will is manifest in your restoration to me— lor 
surely the hand of Providence was visibly put forth on 
our behalf this night — since winds and waves have con- 
verge of the shelf on which she struck ; for she had dri- spired to return you to my arms; now, ton, that our 



ven in the channel of the Tolka, which there flows into 
the bay, and the tide had been for a short time on the 
ebb ; so that Talbot, who knew the ground, and was a 
practised swimmer, did not hesitate to dash into the surf 
and make straight for the wreck. The violence of the 
breakers drove him hack twice ; but after a hard struggle, 
he made good the third attempt, and was the first man 
to climb, the side of the stranded ves»<#. It was so dark 
he could not tell the face of a man on board; but 
hearing a voice he knew in the waist, he went thi- 
ther, and found the Archbishop, surrounded by his ser- 
vants, holding on under shelter of the bulwark, and loud 
in prayer. 

" ' My lord archbishop, where is that young gentlewo- 
man you took away from Dudley's court this morning?* 
were Talhot's first words. 

" ' Sir John, Sir John Talbot, I am here!' cried a 
weak voice fronifthe hatches, and ere the words were well 
spoken, Eiien ©udley was in his arms. 

" By this time the soldiery from Artane had reached 
the strand, and some riding into the surf, had thrown the 
ends of coiled ropes on board, while others were buffeting 
the waves, and striving to climb on deck. When the Arch- 
bishop's people saw the means of escape at hand, they 
crowded to the side of the vessel ; but Taibot, still sup- 
porting his almost speechless burthen, called, to ihe sail- 
ing master, and demanded how long the hull could bear 
the beating of the seas without risk of going to pieces. 
The st amah replied that there was no danger for another 

uur, at the least. 

*:_*## # # 

"Ropes were gow stretched from the beach, and a 
party of his men who had been ordered to remain, stood 
up to the middle its the water, holding lights, and ready to 
receive his burthen in their arms, hut Talbot plunged 
among the breakers with Ellen clapped to disown breast, 
and bor&het; himself in safety to the dry land. ' 'x he 
wreck wa? Wow «fey* tted, and the crew di-persed. He left 
a guard upon the beach to prevent plunder, then placed 
his precious cha,fc,i upoj|,his own horse, sprang on before 
her, and* attended \ , fe . gallowglass, set forward once 
more for the eky^ As < tMtyr-jneie-tdong, the sense of her 
entire dependance on her companion grew stronger every 
jBowentinthe heart of Ellen Dudley. Riding, with her 
anus clasped around Kiro } she felt that, without him, she 



union has been once more sanctioned, and the blessing 
again bequeathed us, wed me at once, Ellen dear, and 
come what may, I shall at least -belnyal to the love Twill 
bear you to the last.' His suit prevailed, and ere they 
parted, Ellen Dudley had consented that the next day 
should see her united to him in the bands of wedlock," 

Having left his fair charge with a kinswoman of his own 
in the city, he returns to his quarters where he finds the 
Archbishop Alan sound asleep, and retires to rest him- 
self in an adjoining apartment ; but in a short time fa 
aroused from his slumbers by a noise and tumult, occa 
sioned by the murder of the Archbishop-, in the adjoi'nmi: 
chamber. An extraordinary scene ensues, in which Lord 
Thomas Fitzgerald, Travers, Sir John, and his old ene- 
my Parez— are brought into collision, in which Sir 
John is accused of being the fnurderer, and which ends 
in his withdrawing himself altogether from the malcon- 
tents. ' 
'"My lord. Before I go, I again claim the combat.' 
« * Sir John Talbot, heaven forbid that, if there was a 
doubt upon any mart's mind of your guilt, I should deny 
you the right of that appeal ; but the thing is manifest: 
and whether or no, till the war is over, no officer of mine 
shall venture his life in such a dispute. Master Parez, 
put up your sword: we have had over much brawling to- 
night; I will give you some more profitable use for your 
weapon, till you cool, or this- I tell yon, sirrah, you are 
my lieutenant, and shall strike no stroke to-day,* 

"'Then, my lord,' said Talbot, 'farewell; farewell, 
Sir Oliver; Art— Barry Oge— Redmond— farewell, Ttjry 
true, brave fellows ! You are soon to have another cap- 
tain— but if you think I did this act, my exhortauuij 
would weigh little.' , . < 

" ' Noble Sir,' said Art, ' I would take your word J 
it, if there were the oaths of ten men against ; yoij I' 

" Talbot's eve kindled proudly; he took the son of 
Connogher by 'the hand. 'Art,' said he', [ I thank you 
for that word more than for all the good sefvtee you have 
done under me! Farewell, Art; obey your next captain 
as yoo have me, I shall never rfaeat the head of a bat- 
tle of gallowglass again !.'■ 

"'A vie, vie 'decR/h, iim cXreef cried the poor fellow, 
the tears running dew* fc% cheeks as bespoke,' stay with 
us— we will never do good without you. If you go, astore 
—noble Sir Jk>hn, if you go, I will go with you !' 
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«'' We will follow him over the ridge of the world!' 
exclaimed Barny Oge. *» *,.,* * , 

" Back, Back ; do as I desire, and God bless you all ! 
—banaghtieat go braghP and without bestowing another 
look on those he left behind, he put spurs to his horse 
and galloped off the ground. The master-feeling in his 
mind was exultation. He had kept his word with Dud- 
ley { he was clear of the rebellion; and he felt a calm as- 
surance that, he knew he was so without dishonour, the 
imputation of Pazez could never prevail against him. On 
that charge, indeed, he scarce bestowed a thought, but 
acted over and over, in imagination, the triumph he had 
gained against him as mere hostile antagonist. ' My way 
5s now clear,' he cried. * Ha, ha ! I could scarce have 
■wished it better ! No man can blame me for any tittle of 
what I did; I was right— by my honour, I was right 
throughout! to-night has quit me of my score of all their 
slights and insults. Ay, if he had done me injury ten 
times as great, that look I gave him pays for all ! How 
the catiff writhed ! As I am a Christian, I have had fair 
revenge ! Ah, Ellen, you little dream this morning that 
•we will be on our way to Waterford, as you wanted last 
night, before either of us is a day older. It will delight 
her poor heart to hear it. Thank heaven, that I have the 
good news to carry her; it will be like the first burst of 
sunshine after a storm of thunder." 

" By this he was at the Tolka. As he rode, through, 
he bethought himself of the blood upon his hands and 
clothes. He dismounted, and washed his person clean of 
the pollution; but his buff coat was so saturated, that he 
could not remove the stains. The thought then, for the 
first time, struck him, that there might be danger in show- 
ing himself. Travers was gone, no doubt, to Dublin, and 
w<rold certainly repeat the accusation he had so strenu- 
ously aided in having brought .forward. Innocent as he 
was, to be taken up with proofs of guilt so strong against 
htim^-say, in his present circumstances, to be apprehend- 
ed at all—was not to be thought of without a pang that 
went to his heart like a knife. Yet into Dublin he should 
and would go ; a few hours would make Ellen his wife; 
they might then depart together, and be out of the reach 
of pursuit before another day. But to leave the country 
with this stain upon his name — that sent' another pang 
that thrilled in his breast as sharply as the first. Well, he 
was at least conscious of his own innocence, and Ellen 
would believe him that he was so: what more could an 
outlawed man expect? But he ; must "make sure ; 
he must not run the risk of being taken; his clothes 
must be changed ; the bearded lip must be left bare, 
and the long dark curls, that played upon his shoul- 
der, must be .thinned and shortened. Seeing the ne- 
cessity, he lost no time in making preparations to comply 
with it. He rode to the house of one in whom he could 
^Ohfide, announced his purpose, and dispatched a messen- 
ger to the city for such habiliments as he thought most 
suitable to flje character he meant to assume— that of a 
native ge^pnm of some account. 

"The messenger delayed— the hour appointed for the 
ceremony was approaching— arrived— elapsed-— and he 
could not g&^Jft of doors, his entertainer with friendly 
■violence rSfaug Jbis attempts to run all hazards, and 
urging on him every reasonable ground why he should ra- 
ther wait till he might go in safety, than expose his bride 
to .a calamity so much more serious than an hour's disap- 
pointment. The dress tit: last was- procured, and Talbot 
left the house so altered that be hardly knew his own sha- 
dow on the wall. His trbwsere of grey plaid, tight to 
the leg, were strapped under light brogues, of unstained 
leather: his coat, of the fine frize of Waterford, was but- 
toned to the throat; the standing collar closely fitting at 
the neck, while the full skirts' descended from a broad 
belt round the waist, in plaited folds barely reaching mid- 
thigh. Over this was cast his mantle, dark brown, short, 
and of tlie Spanish cut, ivith fringed edges, 1 and a warm 
collar of silk thrums. His hat alone was .English^' for, to 
h^ye. appeared in the blue barrad. of the country, after 
cutting of crommeal and coolun, would, in Dublin,; 
havpisqited the animadversion of the citizens. Thus 
equipped;. Sir John Talbot, with rapid steps, sought the 
city gates; 1 the English furniture of his : horse bad-pre- 



vented him from riding. He posted up from the bridge) 
unmindful of the approving glances of many a Saxon bur- 
gers's daughter, admiring the tall Irishman ; hurried past 
Christ's Church and down Nicholas-street, shouldering 
aside the throng of the market with the step of a man 
well accustomed to have way made for him — ' Way there, 
you knave,' cried he to one fellow, blocking up the nar- 
row passage with his cart. 

" ' Mercy, Teague !' replied the man of English blood, 
with a stare, but took no further notice. 

" ' Out of my way, rascal !' cried Talbot, seizing him by 
the collar, and flinging him to one'side :'the fellow, who 
fell among the potato dealers' baskets, rose cursing furi- 
ously, but he had no wish to try the strength of the au- 
dacious native's arm a second time. 

" ' He is mere Irish,' said another ; ' stick your knife 
into him, Peter — what about the thirty shilling? — we'll 
club for the fine, if it be ever levied.' - 

"'Not I,' replied Peter, 'Irish as he is, I would 
not take his life by subscription !' 

Meanwhile, Talbot was at Nicholas-gate; another 
minute placed him at the door of Dame Keating's house, 
when he received a note, appointing a meeting at the 
cathedral. 

" Talbot had scarce read the whole till he was 
on his way thither. The sun was shining brightly on the 
huge tower, and making all the flying buttresses stand out 
like bars of silver from the dusk bulk of the building. 
Fair as the scene was to a man leaving Nicholas-gate 
with the open field before him, and the great cathedral in 
the midst, with all its battlements and pinnacles tipped 
with the sunbeams and glittering against the blue sky, 
Talbot bestowed scarce a look upon its beauties, but hur- 
ried round to the great western doorway, and entered the 
cathedral, panting for haste, and half forgetful of the ac- 
customed observances of his religion. 

"Talbot was gazingup the long bright vista as the dean 
himself withdrew, his robes shining like flashes of fire, as 
he crossed each bar of the sunshine lying across the nar- 
row passage from every window, when, with a joyful start, 
he found those whom he sought, by his side. 

" 'Dear kinswoman!' he cried, extending his hand to 
Dame Keating, but she*drew back in dignified amaze, and 
even Ellen, who was leaning blushing on her arm, look- 
ed at him a moment in equal ignorance; but a few words 
explained all. '« Ah Ellen,* he Cried, when he had done 
so, ' you did not think I would so soon fulfil my promise; 
well, I have left them without dishonour, although I 
would rather we had parted better frieuds ; but come, 
my love, lean now upon me. Dear father, take to your 
blessed work, for I feel as a suppliant at heaven's gates 
till the words are said.' 

"'Come in then, my children;! have little time to 
lose,' replied Father Keating,: leading them into his lit- 
tle oratory, which was scarcely sufficient to give them 
all room; ' I have,' said he, ?some farther duties to at- 
tend to to-day; something has happenedj I know not 
what, but I will have to take a part ; the dean signified as 
much to me as he was going out ; so kneel down, n>y 
children j for .1 must tie this knot with what, speed' I may.' 
The ceremony, was performed, and Talbot and Ellen 
arose, man and wife." .: ■< 

The finish of the story is promised in the Magazine for 
April, and, we doubt not. many of our readers will pur- 
chase the number, were it merely to follow the fortunes 
of Sir John Talbot, and his newly plighted spouse, Ellen 
Dudley.'., 

%* We should, perhaps, mention that the Engraving to this 
article in our last number, was copied fiom the vignette to one 
of the volumes of M'Gregor's " True Stories of Ireland. " We 
would take flu? opportunity oi n 4'yizing to those of Our Cor- 
respondents who have kindly fa rm-ed us with Drawings, whose 
names may, by some oversight, Lave been omitted. Among 
others, we may mention that the sfel i, m<J, description ofLesi 
Castle, which appeared in the %axae nm i h the engraving 
of Silken Thomas, was kindly preftstited by Mr. JEtobert Pat- 
terson of Belfast. 
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